FOR HER BIRTHDAY

Like a sweet Mozartian air
Woke echoes everywhere,
Quickened music on my tongue.

Like a Mozartian sweetness.
Gay and melancholy,
Subtle, yet deceitless.

That other music's voice I heard not.

Other echoes stirred not.
All was echo of your note.

Not to me you spoke then,                         10

'Twas I that overheard.

But O the sweetness woke then !

As when a loved Mozartian air

Falling on midnight's care
Bids youth and childhood back again.,

JOHN FREEMAN

FOR HER BIRTHDAY

IF I could leave my station to run backward
And forage in the attic shops of Time,

Buy a forgotten century for sixpence,
Or blow Catullus' dust into a rhyme :

If that clear faith which built the Parthenon       20
Lay ponderable there for theft or sale :

Could the nine perfumes of the Hanging Gardens
Have swooned for ever in a silken bale :

If I could fee for you the Age of Reason,
Or hang the Spacious Days about your bed :

Chip from the Icy Ages one pure jewel
To swim and part the waves upon your head :